CHAPTER 20 


APRIL 30, 2011 


“Sorry to keep you waiting. The soba is yours, right Chie?” 


The group had all gathered up on the rooftop after school, as was quickly starting to 
become the tradition. Justin longed for the days when they would just go to Junes. 
Sure, it took a while to walk there, and his back was always sore by the time they 
found a seat, but at least there were no stairs to climb. And now Yukiko and Chie 
were dragging food up here? Despite not having this effect on him before, the smell 
of food just made his stomach twist into more knots. He wanted to vomit, so instead 
he pulled out a quick cigarette, trying to hide it from Yukiko with his hand. It very 
clearly didn’t work, though she only seemed mildly shocked. | guess she was used 
to it, what with him doing it the first day he met her AND the time he helped rescue 
her from her shadow. 


“Thanks! Oooh, that smells gooood...” 
“What IS soba, anyway?” 

“What? You eat it all the time, dude!” 
“| do?” 


Justin was completely confused. What the hell did he eat so often that he hadn’t 
recognized whatever that soba stuff was? 


“Uh, yeah. Instant noodles?” 
“OH. Well now | feel stupid.” 


He should have been able to tell just from the packaging Yukiko had brought it over 
in. Hell, looking at it now, it was the exact same brand that Justin ate. Normally he’d 
beat himself up over something like this, but then, he had a lot on his mind lately, 
so he’s been a little off edge with this kind of stuff. 


“These instant noodles are just the thing to help me through the day... How much 
longer do | have to wait on this?” 


“It still needs a few minutes.” 
Yukiko took a seat next to Chie. 


“So, why’re we here...? Oh yeah, we were going to ask Yukiko what happened.” 


Yosuke straightened up slightly. He had been leaning against the barrier behind him 
the entire time, but apparently this question deserved a little more class. But only a 
little, cause god forbid Yosuke stand all the way up for once in his life. 


“Yukiko-san, | hate to bring up stuff you’d rather not think about... But | need to ask 
you again. Did you recall anything about when you got kidnapped?” 


Yukiko glanced away for a moment, searching through her memories. The way her 
eyes dropped to the floor after a moment did not bare good news. Justin knew 
waiting this long would be a bad thing. You always get the witness testimony while 
the memory is still fresh in their head. He almost wanted to say “I told you so,” but 
figured that would just make Yukiko feel like shit. Not that she apparently didn’t 
already given the way she was fidgeting and avoiding eye-contact. 


“No... | thought | might remember something if | let it sit for a while, but as time 
passes it only gets hazier.” 


“Dammit, | knew this would happen.” 


Justin tried to stop himself, though he was much too late. He had meant to think 
that, not say it. Now Yukiko probably feels like crap for forgetting whatever it was 
that happened. 


“S-Sorry.” 
“No, | didn’t mean it like that. It’s not your fault.” 


Yukiko seemed confused for a brief moment before turning away again, digging 
through her memories. 


“| think... the doorbell rang at the entrance... and someone called for me... But 
when | woke up after that, | was already in the castle. I’m sorry.” 


“No need to apologize.” 


Justin went to lean back, having completely forgotten that the fence was over to his 
right, not behind him. He damn near fell of the roof, though luckily, he managed to 

catch himself before hand. He did manage to make himself look like an ass though, 
which was always a great way of starting a theory proposition. 


“Actually... that was very helpful. We didn’t know anything about a doorbell or a 
visitor. It could very well be tied to the case.” 


“Wait, are you saying the visitor is the culprit!?” 
“Could be, could be coincidence. However, we do have a lead now.” 


Justin gave Yukiko a small bow of his head, much to her surprise. She hadn’t 
thought what she had said would actually be useful in any capacity. 


“| don’t know... If it’s true, then that’s one daring criminal.” 
“Most criminals are.” 
“Yeah, but what kind of killer just rings the doorbell!?” 


“You’d be surprised how many cases I’ve seen on TV that played out exactly like 
that.” 


“Really? Do you remember anything about them?” 
“Well... uh... they were unsolved. So yeah.” 


Justin wasn’t sure what Yosuke was more surprised about; the fact that these cases, 
similar in nature to the one they were investigating, went unsolved, or that a case 
where someone rang the front doorbell didn’t so much as have a culprit. Either way, 
he was very visibly confused, dumbfounded even. 


“Well that certainly doesn’t help!” Yosuke sighed. “The police are probably looking 
for witnesses... but | don’t think we can expect much from them.” 


“Especially not Yu’s uncle.” 
“| resent that.” 
“Yeah, but it’s true.” 


Yu shrugged his shoulders. It sort of was in a way, even if he knew that Justin had 
intended that as a joke. Chie averted her gaze for a brief moment, clearly caught up 
in her thoughts. 


“| wonder why whoever it is would do stuff like this.” 


“Who knows? Some people are just so fucked up that they do this kind of thing for 
fun.” 


“That’s horrible!” 
“We won't really know until we confront ‘em ourselves.” 


Justin, shook his head gently from side to side before turning his gaze over Yosuke’s 
way, his mouth slightly ajar with awe. Confront ‘em ourselves? What the shit? What 
could possible possess us to try and confront a murderer. He’d fucking kill us all. 


“But we can be sure of one thing. It’s no coincidence that people keep ending up in 
that place. Someone on our side is definitely kidnapping people and throwing them 
into the TV. It’s murder alright...” 


Justin flicked the butt of his cigarette off the roof and into a tree. He had almost 
Slapped himself for disposing of the cigarette in a way that it could easily be found 
on school grounds, but then was relieved to see it get caught up on a tree branch 
on the way down. The cigarette was already out, so he didn’t have to worry about it 
catching fire or anything, and even if the wind dislodged it from the tree, it would 
probably end up floating out of the school zone. He sighed slightly in relief before 
turning his attention back towards Yosuke, who had been deep in thought trying to 
piece the puzzle together from what they knew. After rubbing at his chin for a little 
while longer he sighed, turning his attention back towards Yukiko. 


“Oh that’s right, we never told you. This guy and me are gonna catch the culprit 
ourselves!” 


“Uh, what? Aren’t you forgetting me and Chie?” 
“Yeah! What about us!” 


It seemed the remark had gone completely over Chie’s head until Justin pointed it 
out. Justin could maybe understand leaving Justin out of the loop, since he didn’t 
have a persona yet, but Chie did, AND she had been helping on the case since the 
beginning. Why wasn’t she part of the team? 


“Well obviously you guys are part of the team too.” 


“Oh, fuck you Yosuke. We don’t need this. Me and Chie will form our own detective 
agency, and it'll be ten times better than yours ever was.” 


“We will?” 
“Phelps and Bekowski; Undercover National Investigators of Televisions.” 


It went completely over everyone’s heads that that was supposed to be shortened 
down to UNIT, but Justin didn’t mind. It wasn’t like that was supposed to be the joke 
or anything; just something he threw in on the side. 


“Who's Phelps and Bekowski?” Yukiko spoke up. She didn’t quite get the joke, not 
surprising anyone. Really, neither did Yosuke and Yu, but at the very least they had 
brushed it off as an inside joke between Chie and Justin. Yukiko had completely 
taken the comment seriously. 


“Oh, uh... It’s an inside joke.” Chie tried to explain. Justin wasn’t sure why she didn’t 
just explain how they stole it from a detective game, but whatever. If she wanted to 
keep it a secret, he could play ball. 


“Regardless... The police are out of their leagues on this case, but we got Personas. 
Except Justin.” 


“Bitch, I’ve got a shadow. Which one do you think is more willing to kick your ass?” 


“Actually, now that Yosuke mentions it, you have a persona now too, Yukiko.” 


“Hey... That’s right! Yukiko, | know this might seem sudden, but now that you have 
persona... would you be willing to lend us a hand?” 


“Huh? Um...” 


Chie seemed almost enraged that Yosuke was allowing Yukiko onto the team, but 
had completely forgotten about Justin and herself’s involvement. This would not 
stand! She shot her hand up into the sky, as though waiting to be called on before 
speaking. Justin couldn’t help but smirk at the gesture. 


“I’m helping out too! | can’t believe someone would throw people into a place like 
that. I’m gonna sock whoever’s doing this!” 


“Chie...” 


Justin couldn’t help but chuckle slightly at the comment. He thought it was adorable 
the way she got angry like that from time to time. It was really the best part of her 
personality, that she wouldn’t take shit from anyone, even if she wasn’t personally 
involved. Though, Justin supposed she technically was now, what with her shadow 
and Yukiko getting kidnapped and all. 


“Oh so that’s how it is! Well go on, scram! | don’t need you. | can be Phelps all | 
want now.” 


Justin stuck his tongue out in a childish motion. Chie chuckled slightly, though no 
one else did. Really Yosuke felt like he was interrupting something between the two 
anytime they exchanged one of these dumb jokes. They weren’t funny, or at the 
very least, only those two seemed to get it. Though then again, Yosuke still firmly 
stood behind the belief that the two were into each other, as much as they would 
hate to admit it. Justin withdrew his tongue before turning his attention back 
towards Yosuke. 


“Well | was already in the team in the first place, so fuck you. You won’t get the 
satisfaction of hearing me beg.” 


Yosuke smirked slightly. That wasn’t a half bad idea. Justin, of course, immediately 
noticed the smirk, and dropped his own smirk down into a frown. He had just given 
Yosuke a horrible, horrible idea. And knowing him, he was going to use it. That is, he 
was until Justin threw his cane up slightly, grabbing a hold of it at a lower point on 
the shaft. After yesterday’s incident, Yosuke knew all too well what Justin had 
intended to mean by that. And if he intended to keep his balls in one piece, he 
would keep his mouth shut. 


“,.Let me help too. | want to know why this is happening. Especially if someone 
hates me so much they want to kill me. | don’t want to run away from myself 
anymore.” 


Justin rubbed at his chin slightly. Something Yosuke and Yukiko had said had struck 
him as a bit off. 


“Why are we still assuming murder is the intention?” 
“Huh? Have you seen that place? How could it NOT be the intention?” 


“Well... no one else can enter but those with personas, right? So where better to 
commit a crime than somewhere with no witnesses.” 


“Yeah but what else could they be doing in there?” 
“I’m hoping not the obvious.” 


Yukiko’s eyes widened as the words left Justin’s mouth. She understood the 
implications, much to Justin’s displeasure. He had purposely avoided out-right 
saying it specifically so she WOULDN'T freak out. 


“Wh-What!?” 
“Now, why’d you have to go and say that!?” 


“Chill, I’m entirely positive that’s not it. Yukiko, you would remember if that were 
the case. I’m just trying to think of what crimes could possibly justify going through 
such lengths as dumping the witness off in a TV.” 


“Y-yeah. You’re right...” 


Yukiko was clearly not entirely convinced, though it seemed that Justin’s comment 
had slightly alleviated her concerns. She WOULD have remembered if the criminal 
had tried to take advantage of her. 


“Regardless of the intention, this guy is still a criminal, right? Then let’s all work 
together and catch this asshole!” 


“Agreed.” 
“Oh, but how are we going to find them? We don’t have a single lead yet.” 


“I’m the third one to be targeted so far... But | have a feeling this isn’t the end of it. 
If we had an idea of who might be targeted next, wouldn’t we have an advantage 
over the killer?” 


“So we'll out smart them, huh...? Yeah, that might work. Okay, let’s see if we can 
figure out what ties the victims together. First there was that announcer, Mayumi 
Yamano. Second was Saki Konishi... Senpai. Third was Yukiko Amagi.” 


“She’s right there. No need to refer to her in third person.” 
“Just trying to be consistent!” 


Yosuke seemed slightly disgusted by Justin interrupting his chain of thought to point 
out how socially awkward his statement had been. 


“What do they all have in common?” 


Justin was about to speak up. There were more than a few connections between the 
two But just as he was about to explain his theory, Yu seemed to jump in, nearly 
every point memorized and linked in his mind. It was as though he had been 
WAITING for this moment. 


“Well for starters, they all live in Inaba; though that should be obvious. They were 
also all females. That might be significant.” 


“Bingo.” 


Justin groaned slightly. He had made the same conclusion, so he felt almost a little 
cheated by being beaten to the punch. Though it was probably better in the long- 
run. After Justin implied there was a possibility of sexual assault being involved, 
well, maybe he shouldn’t have been the one connecting the dots as far as gender. 


“How dare he target females! Now that is unforgivable!” 
“Implying it would have been forgivable if it was a man.” 
“This culprit’s gotta be some kind of pervert...” 


Chie had apparently forgotten all about Justin’s crackpot theory on what the 
criminal was doing, because she didn’t even bother to try and beat around the bush 
on it. Surprisingly enough, though, it seemed Yukiko no longer believed that was 
what had happened. 


“Also, what about this? The second and third victims had some sort of connection to 
the first one.” 


Chie gasped slightly. 


“Hey, that’s right! Yukiko and Saki-senpai both had connections to that 
announcer...” 


“That’s true.” 


Justin felt like he was completely out of the loop. What, do they all know each other 
or something? Am I missing something here? 


“Okay, clearly I’m out of the loop on this one. What connection?” 


“Saki-senpai was the one who discovered the announcer’s body, right? And the 
announcer stayed at the Amagi Inn the night of the murder.” 


“Oh that’s right! Wasn’t there, like, an argument between Yukiko’s mom and the 
announcer.” 


“So | heard.” 

Yukiko only gave a nod, as though giving confirmation. 

“So can we assume females linked to the announcer are being targeted?” 
“| think that’s safe to assume.” 

“There’s another angle we can take, too. If another person disappears...” 


“Wait... Didn’t Yukiko show up on the Midnight Channel BEFORE she was 
kidnapped? You think it might have been a warning?” 


“You think they might be on that Midnight Channel?” 


Justin nodded his head. He was almost entirely positive the two were connected. It 
couldn’t be a coincidence. 


“Yeah, it’s hard to tell who at first, but what’s important is, it’s happened before the 
victim’s disappeared. It’s kinda like a ransom note. We still don’t know why that 
happens, but we’ll have to rely on it for now.” 


“The next time it rains...” 


Yukiko didn’t even finish her sentence. The entire team knew exactly what it was 
she was implying. The next time it rains, they could check the Midnight Channel to 
see if anyone else would appear on it. Everyone nodded their head in agreement, 
agreeing to look at the television at the next instance of rain. 


“By the way, aren’t those done by now?” 


Justin gave a quick look at Yosuke, who had been giving a look at Chie and Yukiko. 
Oh, the instant noodles! |n all honesty, Justin had forgotten all about them himself, 
but then, that was probably because he wasn’t the one eating them. Chie’s eyes 
widened, as though she had just been given a gift from the gods. Remember how | 
said Chie really likes steak? Fuck that, she just really fucking loves food. 


“Woah, that’s right! Chow time!” 


Chie and Yukiko opened up their containers, digging into the ramen noodles. Chie 
especially, jesus she acted as though she hadn’t eaten for a week. Looking at Yu 
and Yosuke, they looked almost jealous. We// they should have brought their own 
food then. Tough shit. 


“Hey, could | try just a little bit of that!? Just one tiny bite!?” 


Chie looked like she was going to rip Yosuke’s head off. No one touches her instant 
noodles and lives, especially not Yosuke. 


“Hey! Hands off the soba, pal! Go get your own if you want some!” 


Yosuke, much to Justin’s surprise, immediately busted out puppy dog eyes. Chie’s 
glare immediately softened, as though she felt bad for eating her own food. Her 
own. Fucking. Food. Not to mention this was Yosuke who had been begging her. She 
never gave him shit. Holy shit! He knows the secret art of puppy dog eyes! Burn his 
ass at the stake before we end up listening to his crazy ass demands! 


“Rrrngh... Okay, but just one bite, got it?” 


Yosuke practically swept the bowl out of Chie’s hands. And he certainly took more 
than one bite, surprising no one. Leave it to Yosuke to con someone out of their 
food. Looking back over at Chie, it seemed she immediately regretted handing the 
bowl over to Yosuke. Deep down she knew what was going to end up happening. 


“Do you want to try some?” 


Yukiko was starring at Yu, who seemed more than a little surprised by the 
proposition, but not at all against it. She passed the bowl off to Yu, who took, once 
again, more than one bite. Justin felt half bad. He didn’t want any instant noodles, 
but no one offered him shit. Though, after what happened next, that might have 
been for the better. 


“It’s Soooo good... The aroma, the flavor, and the texture all combined... This is 
perfect!” 


Yu nodded his head in agreement. 
“Jesus, Yosuke. Its instant noodles. Calm down.” 


Suddenly, the two started to quicken the pace they had been eating the noodles at. 
Chie and Yukiko were completely appalled. They knew what was happening. 


“Aaaack! What the hell are you doing!?” 


Justin reached out his arm, gripping a hold of Yosuke’s wrist. He could only stop 
one, so he decided to stop Yosuke. He was pretty much the only one whose life was 
at danger if he finished that bowl of Noodles. As Justin’s grip pulled back on 


Yosuke’s arm, he snapped back into reality, as though he were in a state of 
perpetual instant-noodle based bliss beforehand. Yosuke quickly passed the bowl off 
to Chie before shaking Yu back into the real world. His face turned beat red as he 
realized what he had done, and handed the bowl back Yukiko’s way. Chie was more 
than a little pissed as she looked down at the contents of her bowl. It wasn’t quite 
empty, but it was damn close. 


“You ate everything...” 

“M-My fried tofu...” 

Chie marched right up into the three of their faces, bloody murder in her eyes. 
“| hope you guys understand what this means.” 

“Welp! I’m out. See you guys at your funeral.” 


Justin sidestepped away from the group of guys, hoping to be able to make a mad- 
dash if under the circumstances Chie decided Justin had been affiliated with the 
two. He was going to minimize the splash damage, one way or another. 


“W-Wait wait wait! Stop! I’m sorry! I-I’ll buy you steak! It’ll be on me!” 
“Isn't that what you said last time?” 
“Dude, shut up! Y-You hear me! The very best!” 


Chie’s anger slowly shifted from that of a psychopathic lunatic to that of a gleeful 
ten year old who had just gotten a puppy for Christmas. She had just been offered 
the holiest of all meals: Steak. 


“Steak...!?” 
“My tofu...” 


Yukiko looked almost as though said puppy earned on Christmas morning had been 
dead upon opening the box, because ‘Santa Claus’ forgot to poke holes in it for air. 
Chie apparently noticed, because she turned to try and cheer her up. 


“C’mon, Yukiko. There’s steak in it for us now. We can get instant noodles anytime 
we want, right?” 


“Well... as long as it isn’t too fatty.” 
“Well that’s probably going to be a problem.” 


Justin had began to chuckle at his own joke when Chie shot him a death glare. Had 
he insulted her precious steak? Blasphemy! He must be prosecuted to the highest 
extent of the law! Executed! Crucified! Made not alive anymore! 


“What's that supposed to mean...!” 
“N-Nothing! Don’t hurt me!” 


Justin practically ran to take cover behind Yosuke, who in turn took cover behind Yu, 
who in turn took cover behind no one, since he was the last one to hide behind. 
Sucks to be Yu right now. 


“Okay, we’ve reached a verdict! You are hereby sentenced to buying us steak! That 
includes you Justin.” 


“Wh-What? But | tried to stop them!” 
“You insulted my steak, and now you’re going to pay the price...!” 


“Well shit.” 


“Man, talk about great timing. We just started serving grilled steak today. We’re 
doing our part to spread this town’s specialty dish. Plus, we’ve already got an 
excellent grill.” 


“That’s just a Yakosoba griddle... Oh well, steak is steak. It’s far from a fillet steak 
though.” 


Justin raised his head from the table they had been sitting around, a napkin sticking 
to his forehead for a moment before it slipped off. His eyes were slightly red, though 
that was because he had actually fallen asleep for a brief moment while Yosuke put 
in the order for Yukiko and Chie. Justin, Yu, and Yosuke, of course, bought nothing. 
They could hardly afford the two grilled steaks as a collective as it was. 


“Chie, | haven’t been able to afford lunch for the last two weeks; what makes you 
think | could afford a fillet steak.” 


Chie’s mouth went ajar for a few seconds, before closing it and averting eye- 
contact. She had completely forgotten about Justin’s financial situation; how he only 
got so much money a month, and how she had pretty much just forced him into 
buying her a steak just for calling it fatty. She felt like a complete bitch. 


“S-sorry...” 


Justin sighed. He didn’t mean to make her feel bad, but then, he wasn’t even 
involved in Yosuke and Yu’s feast. Why had he had to buy her steak? She totally 
deserves to feel bad right now. 


“It’s fine...” 


“Yukiko, are you okay with this? It’s not too heavy for you?” 


“lam not ponying up for a second steak.” Justin added, placing his head back down 
on the table. He half wanted to fall asleep again. He hadn’t been getting much sleep 
with his dreams as of late. Especially the one about the gun, whatever the hell was 
going on there. 


“Vl eat it... I’m still mad.” 

“Oh come on!” 

“So back on topic. | wonder what kind of person the culprit is.” 
“If you focus on just the announcer’s ca-“ 


Justin tried to force his eyes open as they slowly drooped back close. He hated to 
admit it, but he was exhausted. Maybe he could just close his eyes for a few 
moments... 


SEPTEMBER 12, 2009 


Justin turned around the corner. Maya and him were going to meet at the usual spot 
to hang out, though it seems plans must have changed as he rounded the final 
corner. Maya was certainly there, though she was not the only one. There was an 
older gentleman standing next to her, conversing with her about something, though 
what Justin could only guess at. The man had neck-length, wavy brown hair, and a 
rough five-o-clock shadow. He had green eyes, and from the looks of it, a smile that 
could melt an ice-queen’s heart. The guy was a pretty-boy, but goddammit, he was 
doing one hell of a job at it. Justin slowly approached the two, hoping not to 
interrupt whatever they may be doing. He saw the two exchange something as he 
made his way up to the two, though what it was, he couldn't see. It was being 
completely blocked by Maya’s back. 


“Hey Maya, what’s up.” 


Maya turned around, a big grin on her face. It was refreshing to see her smile like 
that, considering she always seemed to be bitching about something or someone. 
She wasn’t exactly well-off in life, so it was hard for her to find the good things 
around her. The gentleman behind her gave Justin a slight smile, though he seemed 
more concerned as to what Justin’s identity was than anything. 


“Oh hey Justin.” 
“Friend of yours?” 


Maya turned back around to the other man, giving him a small grin. 


“Oh this is that guy | was telling you about. Kurt, Justin. Justin, Kurt.” 


Kurt’s face lit up brightly, a wide grin sweeping across his face. Any suspicion he 
had of Justin had immediately vanished in the air, though why was another question 
entirely. What exactly had Maya said about him that this Kurt fellow was so happy 
to see him? Kurt held out his hand, reaching for a handshake from Justin. 


“Kurt Kimbler. Charmed. Maya’s told me a lot about you.” 
“Did she now? Hopefully positive things.” 


Maya gave him a slight shove. She usually did that whenever Justin said something 
incredibly stupid. Kurt chuckled slightly at the gesture. Justin wasn’t really sure who 
this Kurt guy was, but he liked him already. He had that smile that just told you he 
was a good guy. 


“But of course.” 


Kurt briefly lifted his gaze away from Justin to turn his attention back to Maya. She 
had been digging through her pockets for something, though what, Justin could only 
hope to guess. Kurt shook his head slightly from each side, a smile still sweeping 
across his face. 


“Don’t worry about it; it’s on the house this time.” 

“Huh? No it’s alright; | just need to remember where | put it.” 
“Well if you find it you can pay me with it next time.” 

Maya laughed slightly. 

“You never change do you?” 

“They say it’s my best quality.” 


Kurt had been wearing a fedora for the entire conversation, though he had grasped 
it firmly at the front to give it a quick tip towards Maya. The guy was charming as all 
fuck. Kurt turned his attention towards Justin again, his smile practically piercing 
through Justin’s soul as he put out his hand again. It seemed he was ready to depart 
from whatever business he had here. 


“It was nice meeting you. Hope we run into each other again.” 
“Likewise.” 


Justin smiled back at him, clasping at Kurt’s hand. After a quick shake of his hand, 
Kurt placed his fists back into his coat pocket, departing the way Justin had came, a 
Slight skip to his strut. Justin turned back around to see Maya, pushing something 
underneath the dumpster they normally sat next to. As she reemerged, she had a 


single cigarette in her hand, her other hand digging around in her hoodie pocket for 
her lighter. 


“What's under the dumpster?” 

“Huh? Oh that’s where | hide my smokes.” 

“Huh? Wait so does that mean...” 

“Yeah, Kurt gets me some from time to time. He’s a nice guy.” 

“He sure seemed it. Wonder what he’s doing in this kind of business then.” 
“What, nice guys can’t help people get smokes?” 

“That’s not what | meant...” 

“Yes it was.” 


Maya smirked as the two sat down, passing the cigarette back and forth between 
each other. 


APRIL 30, 2011 
“-ustin, wake up!” 


Justin snapped back into reality. How long had he been asleep that people were 
noticing? Longer still that he was able to have a dream? Jesus, this was a new one, 
though all it did was serve to confuse him more. Kurt... He remembered that name 
from before. Maya mentioned something about pissing Kurt off... But he seemed 
like such a nice guy. Could you even piss off someone like that? Justin shook it off as 
he pulled his head off the table. His eyes were still red, and he had apparently 
broken out into a sweat at some point. 


“Dude, you look terrible.” 

“Ugh... Sorry, haven’t been getting much sleep.” 
“Were you having another one of those dreams?” 
“Yeah, though nothing new as far as information.” 


That was a lie, and Justin knew it. He knew who Kurt was now, and he knew what 
Kurt did for a living. He was a smuggler of sorts, an illegal distributor of cigarettes, 
potentially amongst other things. It could help him try to piece this puzzle together. 
The only problem was, there was no way of explaining what was up with Kurt 
without mentioning the dream about the gun. Justin simply couldn’t risk telling 


them. It hurt him knowing he couldn’t even trust his closest friends with that kind of 
information. 


“Huh? Has Justin been having bad dreams?” Yukiko was completely out of the loop 
with Justin’s shadow, and he had no intention of getting her up to date. 


“Someone can explain it later. How long was | out?” 


“Well we were about to head into the TV some Yukiko could get her glasses from 
Teddie.” 


Justin stretched in his seat. 


“Lead the way.” 


“Wow... This really is inside the TV... It’s Teddie... Then it wasn’t a dream.” 


“Well | think the very fact that we knew what had happened in your ‘dream’ should 
have tipped you off to that earlier, but alright.” 


Yukiko looked off in the distance. She hadn’t even considered that. Justin didn’t 
mean for the comment to insult her intelligence, he just wanted to point that out. 


“Are you feeling better, Yuki-chan? | did what you said. I’ve been a good bear.” 


Justin didn’t like the sounds of this one bit. Did Teddie...? Oh god that is absolutely 
disgusting. How would that even work? Does he even have a... You know? 


“Oh, | see. Good boy!” 


Yosuke seemed to be just as mortified by the sight in front of him as Justin was. It 
seemed that Yu and Chie hadn’t quite caught onto the undertones in Teddie’s voice, 
though he was sure that would become apparent soon enough. 


“W-Well, this bear’s part of the reason we want to find the culprit.” 
“I’m one of the group now too. Let’s work together, okay?” 


“Yep, | was thinking the same thing! That’s why | got these ready for you Yuki- 
chan!” 


Teddie walked up to Yukiko, holding out a pair of glasses. Justin couldn’t really see 
them from where he was standing, though they looked a lot like his. Actually, come 
to think of it, Justin had completely forgotten to put his own glasses on. He hadn’t 
put them on at all since he had gotten them. He wasn’t used to putting them on, so 
he just sort of forgot when he was in the TV world. Justin reached into his pocket to 
put his glasses on... Holy fucking shit. 


Justin blinked a couple times. It wasn’t just that he could see out of them, he could 
see out of both eyes. He had to pull them off then push them back on to make sure 
he wasn’t just crazy. He wasn’t. How the hell is this medically possible!? Aren’t 
glasses supposed to just enhance your vision, not repair it? He felt like shouting 
with glee at the ability to see, but held back the urge. The others still didn’t know 
that he couldn’t see yet. In fact, Chie had tried to throw a celebration for his vision 
healing. This was clearly not the case. 


“Oh, so these are what everyone’s wearing. Thank you, Teddie. You’re right... It’s 
just as if the fog didn’t exist...” 


While Yukiko was completely awestruck by the power of the glasses she had put on, 
Chie looked more confused than anything. As though a thought had struck her, and 
she couldn’t seem to find a solution to it. 


“Hey, tell me something. How come you have so many pairs of glasses?” 
“Excellent question! Guess what? I’m the one who makes them!” 
“| thought we covered that already.” 


It was true. He could have sworn that Teddie said he had just made Justin’s and 
Chie’s glasses on the spot when they first got theirs. 


“I've lived here for a long time. So | came up with some ways to be comfortable 
here.” 


“By... making glasses...?” 
“| see. But don’t you need a pair.” 


Another good question. Justin had more or less passed it off as him being used to it 
since he lived here, but there must have been a more plausible explanation than 
that. 


“Oooh, good point. Another great question! Listen to this, my eyes themselves are 
lenses!” 


...What? Justin was completely confused. How the hell does that even work; how 
was he able to fricken’ SEE and make the goddamn lenses in the first place if he 
didn’t have eyes? Though in retrospect, that actually explained a couple things. 
Justin could see out of both eyes through the glasses, because for whatever reason, 
the lenses could be used as eyes. As to why the lenses did that, well, Justin hadn’t 
the slightest clue. Some mysteries are just not worth looking into. 


“You didn’t know?” 


“Of course not.” 


“Wh-Why are you being so mean? You act as though you’re not interested. I’m a 
really dexterous bear. See how smoothly my fingers run.” 


Teddie stuck his hand out, moving little stubs around his paw as though he were 
trying to flail his fingers about. Of course, since he didn’t HAVE fingers, that was a 
lot like trying to bite something without teeth, or fuck without a- Well, you get the 
point. 


“What am | even looking at!?” 
“Something very very strange.” 


Yosuke gave the bear a shove, knocking him clean over on his head, before 
Teddie’s body recoiled back up. Kinda like a punching bag that got hit really hard 
and had rebounded back towards the source of the punch. 


“Ow!” 
“Hmm? You dropped something.” 
“Hmm? Oh. That’s a pair | kinda screwed up on.” 


Yukiko reached down to grab the pair of glasses. Justin was half expecting her to 
hand it back over to Teddie, but instead she just giggled with glee as she replaced 
the glasses on her head with the faulty pair. Justin could not figure out what in the 
life of her had possessed her to do that, especially after getting a better look at the 
pair. 


“Dear god, she turned into Groucho.” 

“Who’s Groucho?” 

“Never say that sentence again.” 

Yosuke shrugged the comment off. He’d just google it later tonight. 
“Oh... Umm... Y-Yukiko?” 


Yukiko burst out into a fit of laughter, though it seemed no one else had joined in. 
Truth be told, Justin found the glasses kind of funny, but he didn’t want to be the 
only one laughing in the theatre again, so he kept his mouth shut. 


“How do | look?” 
“Looks great.” 


Yukiko burst out laughing again, while Chie gave Yu a quick jab of her elbow, as 
though to say “Don’t encourage her.” 


“Do you like that one, Yuki-chan?” 
“| want to wear this one. It’s even got a nose guard!” 
“That’s it. I’m out.” 


Justin had begun to walk away, but as per usual, Chie grabbed a hold of him by the 
back of the color, pulling him back to the circle they had formed. 


“Ohhh no you don’t!” 


“How bear-y unfortunate... that pair doesn’t have the right lenses. Guess | should 
have made a real pair.” 


“Are you sure you’re koala-fied to make those glasses, Teddie?” 
“Oh no, not you too. No more bear puns from either of you.” 

Oh I’m sorry, I'll just make steak puns from now on ma’am. 
“Aww, too bad. Here, Chie, your turn.” 


Yukiko replaced the faulty pair with her normal set of glasses, attempting to hand 
off the ridiculous glasses she had been wearing to Chie. 


“Don’t do it, it’s a trap!” 
“Man... All right...” 
“NOOOOOOOOOOO0O--!” 


Justin crouched onto his knees, screaming out as the mighty fell to the temptations 
of peer pressure. Chie just rolled her eyes at him as she put the glasses on. She 
looked absolutely ridiculous with them on, and she damn well knew she did too. 
Yukiko... Well Yukiko started laughing like a hyena. It was actually embarrassing just 
listening to her laugh. | mean, Chie looked absolutely ridiculous, but nothing to be 
laughing like this over. 


“How'd it come to this...?” 
“Damn you! Damn you all to hell!” 
“Y-Yukiko-san? Hellooo...?” 


“There goes one of Yukiko’s laughing fits... | never thought she’d do it when 
someone besides me was around.” 


Chie’s curiosity with Yukiko’s sudden disposition change was soon overcome with 
anger. Why the hell was she even wearing these glasses! They’re awful! 


“These stupid glasses are useless for investigating! | mean, what the hell’s this nose 
for, anyway!?” 


“Nice work, huh? That’s what happens when you guys leave me here alone and | 
get bored!” 


“Note to self; get Teddie a PSP.” 

“W-Well, I’m glad that she’s in high-spirits again... | guess...” 
“Oh Chie, the look on your face... Hahaha, it was so funny!” 
“How the hell can she see Chie’s face underneath those things?” 
“Well clearly she thought that was her face.” 

“.,.What?” 


Chie looked at Yosuke with bloody murder in her eyes. Or at least, Justin had 
assumed. He couldn’t tell with the lenses blocking the way, but he could practically 
see the steam coming out of her ears, and her skin was definitely beat red. 


“Yosuke, run.” 

“What?” 

“Run, and don’t stop, you hear me!” 

Yosuke took one last glance at Chie before making a mad dash for the television. 


He didn’t make it in time. 


